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‘Is there anything you'd like to confess?" 

"Fuck you." 

‘Is that your confession, that you'd like to fuck me? Or are you just venting frustrations?" 
"You're crazy." 

‘Its possible. This, however, is about you." 


Axl bared his teeth and writhed against his bonds. Five segments of rope secured him to the metal shelving at 


his back. The two ropes at his wrists lifted his arms straight out from his body in a crucifix position, but the 
two at his ankles kept his legs spread wide. His bare feet slid against the concrete floor, putting strain on his 
leq muscles. Each time he tried to right himself or get free, the coarse rope at his throat cut off his air. 


Unable to twist his head without choking, he had nowhere to look but straight ahead. 


As it had this morning, Manson's change from the last time they'd met struck Axl as disturbing. Years ago, 
with his sloppy makeup and sharp-edged face, he'd been a strange boy, crazy and hell-bent on taking over the 
world. Now his overall look was less frightening, his makeup perfectly smooth and white, one eye lined in black, 
the other bare. His short hair was combed straight back, his silver-blue contacts matched each other, and his 
black suit still maintained the flavor of vaudeville. But the lack of shock-factor scared Axl more than all the 
fake-blood in the world. Somehow, Manson had moved beyond needing ghoulish fright. He had progressed from 


crazy to insane. 
Manson tilted his head, hands clasped behind his back. "Are you ready to confess?" 


"When I'm done suing you, you'll be using newspaper to wipe your ass, you piece of shit, goth-poser, fuck-wit 


son of a bitch." 

Dark red lips curled up at one corner. 

"I bet you're filming this, aren't you, you sick asshole?" Axl squirmed, choked, and shivered. The metal shelving 
made icy bars across his shoulders, ass, and the back of his knees. So far Manson had looked nowhere but at 
his face; still Axl loathed knowing he was entirely exposed to view. "You're gonna watch it later and get off on 
it, fucking loser." 

Manson laughed. "I'm getting off on it now." 


"Sick fag bastard." 


"Does it make you feel more secure to fling insults at others? Is that your secret, that you can only be happy 


when you're convinced everyone around you is inferior to you?" 

"Fuck you." 

"You never explained that remark. l'm going to assume you're venting." 

Axl snarled and tugged at his arms. Rope fibers rubbed his wrists raw. He paused, struggling not to sag 
against the bonds; if he sagged, he'd strangle himself. He panted for breath and glared. "This is about that 


fucking song, isn't it? You can't let go of a fucking grudge." 


"Hardly." Manson turned away and paced a small circle under the flickering fluorescent light bulb. "No one 


appreciated your take on Charles Manson. As | recall, you made a lot of people very angry." 


"Including you." 

"Are you confessing to guilt over stealing my idea?" 

"Fuck you." 

"Predictable." 

"You're digging yourself a deep fucking grave over a song, | hope you know that." 


"This isn't about the song." Manson stopped pacing. "I admit, at the time | was annoyed, but that's in the past. 
What I'm interested in now is you, and all the little things that make you such a ridiculously fascinating person. 
Tell me, Axl, what sordid secrets are you hiding in that dull brain of yours?" 


Before a reply made it to Axl's snarling lips, his right foot slipped, ankle twisting in the rope. Pain tore through 
the joint. With a yelp, he tried to right himself by bending his right knee. It was the wrong move. His balance 
tipped entirely to that side, and his left foot went out from under him as well. He pitched forward, the 
muscles in both legs straining, feet scrabbling for a grip on the cold concrete. The rope around his throat 
crushed into his windpipe and cut off his air. He gagged, lungs giving in to a startled gasp that brought no 
oxygen. His hands fisted uselessly, tied fast to the shelves. He had time for a panicked stream of thought-he 
was going to die, going to choke to death right here, and Manson was just going to watch, like it was a fucking 


experiment-and then Manson stepped forward. 


Strong arms wrapped around Axl's waist and lifted him, pushed him back against the shelving. The rope at his 
throat loosened, and he gulped dank air. He closed his eyes and listened to his heart, beating quick and hard in 
his chest. 


A voice spoke in his ear: "Ask me to untie you." 


The words burned on the tip of Axl's tongue, but he swallowed them back. It couldn't be that easy, and begging 
would only encourage Manson. The arms supporting him had more strength than he'd guessed; he realized with 
chagrin that he'd imagined Manson as something of an illusion, someone playing with darkness and trickery to 


mask his own softness. But this was someone in which Axl didn't want to encourage an appetite for begging. 


"Where are we?" he asked instead, as he'd asked when he regained consciousness to find Manson tying the rope 


around his throat. 


Manson stepped back, returning his hands to their position clasped behind his back. "Let's try a bargain. In 


exchange for one confession, I'll tell you where we are." 


Axl's twisted ankle ached but held his weight. It was his thigh muscles, beginning to tremble, that made him 
uneasy. What happened when they gave out? Would Manson hold him up again or let him choke? He should 
have known not to go to that damn Korn party, should have known not to accept a drink from Marilyn fucking 


Manson, and sure as hell should have known not to leave with him at the promise of a better party. His mind 
had gone fuzzy as soon as they got in the cab; not long after he lost consciousness. The last thing he 
remembered was staring at the woman driver through the rearview mirror, thinking that she looked more like 
a 1920's actress than a cab driver. 


"It doesn't have to be a big confession. Start small." 


Axl sucked in a deep breath and wished he still smoked, wished he had a cigarette. "When | was twelve, | stole 


twenty dollars from my mom's purse and used it to buy weed. Now where the fuck are we?" 

Manson stood motionless. "Your confession has to engage my interest. That doesn't." 

"You said | could start small." 

"Try something you haven't told every reporter in the country." 

"When | get out of here, I'm going to kill you." 

"Tell me what really happened with your step-father.” 

Axl's eyes widened. His calming heart made a quick leap back to anxiety. "You motherfucking son of a bitch." 
Manson stepped out of the light, into the ring of darkness. Axl lost sight of him, then regained it as Manson 
returned to the light dragging a folding metal chair. The legs scraped over the concrete. Manson placed the 
chair with the back facing Axl, then straddled it backward. He folded his arms across the back and rested his 
chin there. The eye that was bare of makeup seemed to be winking. "One secret, Axl, and you can find out 


where you are." 


Axl shut his eyes. How long could Manson keep him here? He'd have to piss soon, and then he'd need to drink.. 
Unless the plan was to kill him after all, as soon as he'd confessed. Confessed.. everything. 


"Erin" It was easier with his eyes closed, not having to look at the white face and single blackened eye. "I hit 


Erin. | said | didn't, but | did" 

"Did you hit her hard?" 

"Yog" 

"Where did you hit her?" 

"The face. | hit her across the face." 


"Why?" 


Axl swallowed again. 

"Axl." Manson's voice was the voice of a priest, calm, never judging. "Why did you hit her?" 

"She said.” It was absurd, the speeding of his breath, the pang in his chest, and this sudden urge to tell the 
truth about Erin, about everything. It was absurd, but the words came anyway. "She called me crazy. Like 


she'd been thinking about it. Like she believed | was. She said | was crazy.’ 


He opened his eyes and met Manson's uneven gaze. It took a moment to bury the thought, to remind himself 


he wasn't insane, that Erin was the one who was a crazy bitch. "Where are we?" 
"You're in the basement of my gallery." 
Axl blinked. Right in fucking LA. 


"If you're thinking about yelling for help, feel free. It's three am. | don't think there's anyone around to hear. 


Not anyone who would care, anyway." 

"You fucking shit. Are you completely psychotic?" 

"Partially, not completely." Manson lifted one hand to sweep back a lock of black hair that fell forward. "Are 
you ready for another confession?" 

It was settled, Axl thought. He was going to die. Manson was insane, and what did crazies care about prison 


time? But- "Why?" He steeled his tired legs and met Manson's gaze full on. "Why the fuck are you doing this?” 


Manson smiled. "Call it a celebritarian experiment." 


~To Be Continued~ 


Rules 
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“There are rules," Manson said, standing once more. "I'll ask you for a confession If you give me one | like, I'l 


do something for you. If at any point you lie to me, I'll do something you won't like." 


Axl leaned his head against the shelving, the closest he could get to a comfortable position. "What kind of 


something?" 

"It depends on the kind of lie. More rules. You don't yell or call out. You don't try to escape, if only because | 
don't feel like saving you from strangling yourself every five minutes. One last rule. If you tell anyone what 
happens in this room, the press will receive an anonymous copy of what's being recorded right now." 

"You are taping it," Axl accused. "You fucker." 

"On DVD, no less. Imagine the quality.” 

"ll still kill you. Ell still fucking kill you." 

‘Its time for another confession, Axl." 

"Fuck you." He twisted his head away. Again, the rope cut into his throat. 


"Are you ready to tell me about your step-father?" 


He grimaced, staring into the dark at the edges of the room, or at least, what he imagined must be the edges 
of the room. 


"Your album then. Only three thousand copies sold the first week. How do you feel now that you've lost the 
public eye?" 


Axl lifted his chin, against the rope, against the calm mockery in Manson's gaze. "What are you going to do if | 


don't talk, huh? You can't fucking force a confession" 


Manson stared; Axl glared. 


Knocking sounded somewhere to the left, four soft taps. Axl swung his head in that direction, momentarily 
forgetting the rope and coughing when it dug into his windpipe. He saw nothing but darkness. 


Manson stood up, chair scraping. He left the circle of light. 


"Hey!" Axl shook his arms, knuckles hitting the metal shelves. After choking, the shout hurt his throat. "Hey, in 
here! Somebody fucking help me! Goddamn it!" 


Light pooled in a door-shaped patch on the ground, illuminating the basement. Axl saw shelves on every side of 
the room, which was far longer than he'd guessed. Crates were stacked on the shelves, easels leaned in 
corners, and a few framed canvases were stacked together. The paintings he glimpsed were surreal, oddly 


shaped human beings. One looked like Hitler. 


Then he heard the murmur of voices, one Manson's and the other distinctly feminine. They were too low to 
make out words, but he caught the crinkle of foil and Manson's laugh. 


Fury wiped out the surge of hope, and Axl's hands fisted again. "Motherfuckers! You'll fucking rot in jail for 
this! Do you hear me?" 


Manson shut the door. The light vanished as if it had never been there, and cold darkness covered the 
basement, all but where the fluorescent light made a circle around Axl and the folding chair. Manson entered 
the circle, face calm, even as he opened his jacket and withdrew a tiny, silver knife from an inside pocket. 


Axl's breath caught, and he pressed himself hard to the shelves. "What the fuck is that for?" 


"| explained the rules; you broke them." Manson crossed to stand in front of Axl. One hand hung at his side; the 
other lifted the knife to press into the soft flesh below Axl's jaw. Axl froze. "We'll make this a warning.” 


The blade traveled down his throat and skimmed the skin above his collarbone. It dipped in suddenly, nicking a 
sliver of skin away from the bone. Axl craned his neck to stare at the wound in shock, at the blood welling and 
spilling down his bare chest in a thin trickle. A shiver wracked his body. 

Manson pulled the knife away from Axl's skin "You were going to give me another confession 

Axl gaped at the injury, then at Manson. Not a single word sprang to mind 

"Not answering," Manson said, "is against the rules." 


"You're crazy," Axl repeated, in a whisper this time. 


‘Izzy Stradlin left your band. Why?" 


He was trying to make it easy, Axl understood, as easy as he was going to make it. He couldn't know what he'd 


asked... and he couldn't know if Axl lied. How could he? He wasn't God. 


'Izzy.." Still, the words swam in Axl's mind and stuck in his throat. He struggled for the right ones, fought the 
shivers that jarred down his spine. It was the damn freezing metal and the fucking basement... "Izzy just.. He 
never wanted to be famous. He wanted to be one of those old blues niggers, sitting on his porch, playing his 


guitar." 
Manson stood silent, hands once more clasped behind his back. 


"| guess." Axl stumbled on, searching Manson's face for some sign of belief, disbelief, anything. "I guess | gave 
him the reason to quit. The money thing.. But he wasn't as big of a fucking contributor to the band. | mean, 
not like me, or even Slash.. you know? He was just there. He didn't do anything. The songs he wrote, they 
were.." The best. He shook his head. "He deserved the pay cut. It was never about the money. He just used it 


as an excuse to leave the spotlight." 


He fell silent, biting at the insides of his mouth. He watched Manson's arms, waiting for them to move, waiting 
for the hand with the knife to flash out again. It was ridiculous, it was stupid, but he was almost afraid to look 
into Manson's eyes. What if the truth showed in his own gaze? What if Manson saw? What if, what if, what if? 


Something scurried in a darkened corner of the room. Axl swung his head to look, but even the rats were good 
at hiding. By the time he looked back at Manson, it was too late. Manson stepped in too fast, and even if Axl 
had been watching, what could he do? 


One second he hung shivering and alone; the next, Manson was beside him, against him, with his arms around 
Axl's waist and his nose-cold like a dry icicle-pressed to Axl's temple. His mouth moved right over Axl's ear, 


his breath hot and damp and smelling faintly of bitter liquor. 


"What do you get out of lying?" Manson murmured. "Do you think I'm gullible? Or are you starved for 


humiliation?" 

Axl swallowed, but his heart stayed in his throat. He felt it beating there, fast and heavy. He squeezed his 
eyes shut. He didn't open them until Manson pulled back, and the chair scraped against concrete. Then he looked 
to see the chair facing him, Manson sitting on it the right way this time, inches away. 


Dark lips curled; lined eyebrows arched high. "This is that part you won't like. Or at least thats what you'll tell 


yourself" 


"What-" Axl braced himself against the urge to cringe. Jesus, this was really happening, and where would he 
get cut this time? Mason was right on level with his groin, and oh, God, please not there- 


Manson leaned forward, without the knife. His back hunched to get his lanky frame lower, closer. His lips 


brushed the tip of Axl's dick, and while Axl yelped and jerked, he sucked the flaccid member into his mouth. 


"Jesus Christ!" Axl lurched back and shoved himself hard against the shelves. His hands fisted in the air, but 
no matter how desperately he struggled, the ropes held fast. "What the fuck?" 


Manson hummed. If it was an answer, Axl didn't understand it. But he did understand the quick rush of blood 
and the spread of heat. What was it Manson had said? Starved for humiliation? Absolutely not, but this—this 
was entirely different. For a second, if he closed his eyes again and tried to bring Izzy's name back his lips, he 


could almost imagine- 


And he shouldn't have, really shouldn't have. He felt himself lengthening and stiffening with an embarrassed 
sense of horror. Christ, it wasn't Izzy, he never should have thought of that, but now it was too late. 
Manson's lips and tongue continued what the moment of make-believe had begun, and Axl's hips twitched, 
aching to thrust. The inside of Manson's mouth was hot and wet and smooth, like living, breathing silk, 
squeezing and taking him deeper on each bob, and really it wasn't Axl's fault; it had just been so long.. 


He was fully aroused fast enough to bring a flush of shame to his face. It was this way the last time with 
Izzy, though Izzy had been on his knees, and it had been sixteen, almost seventeen years ago. Before he ducked 
down and took Axl in, Izzy had glanced up and given him a Look, and Axl knew exactly what the Look meant, as 
clearly as if Izzy had said, "I'm wasting my time. You know it; | know it. Let's just count our losses and give up 
already." Then Izzy was gone, and that was the look Axl remembered. That and the way Izzy's mouth had felt 
around him, the tight ring of his lips and the wet push of his tongue... 


He didn't realize he was clenching his teeth and grinding his hips into Manson's face until he felt the cool 
fingers holding his sides for balance. Then it was too late. He sealed his lips around a groan and came, every 


muscle in his body going rigid. 


In a daze, he felt Manson pull away. His body sagged in the ropes, and he didn't care if he choked, didn't care of 
he turned blue and died right here, right now. He thought about Erin and about Izzy. He thought about the 
right he tried to swallow a bottle of Valium, but couldn't find the courage. 


Manson wiped his mouth with the palm of his hand, and rubbed the hand on his pant leg as he sat back in the 
folding chair. Bare, pinkish lips peered through the remnants of his lipstick. His eyes glittered behind the silver- 


blue contacts, alive with the first excitement Axl had seen there all night. He looked electric. 


Axl's heart sank. 


